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EDITORIALS. 

The  first  of  the  spring  vacations  has 
proved  a  pleasant  break  in  the  monotony  of 
school  work.  After  this  good  rest  we  should 
come  back  with  the  determmaticn  to  work 
harder  than  ever.  College  pupils,  this  vaca- 
tion should  be  a  reminder  to  you  that  there  is 
only  a  short  time  left  before  you  take  your 
examinations.  A  good  sound  knowledge  de- 
rived by  "plugging  hard  "  during  the  next 
three  months  will  make  you  confident  in 
June  that  you  can  pass  the  "exams."  Start 
early  and  avoid  the  usual  accumulations 
of   work. 


Does  luck  have  anything  to  do  with 
basketball?  Yes,  and  then  some.  All  those 
wanting   information  on   the   above  question 


can  obtain  a  good  supply  by  applying  to  Mr. 
Mansur,  our  basketball  coach.  Quincy 
started  this  season  with  three  men  fiom  last 
year's  team.  One  of  these  is  out  for  the 
season ;  the  second  was  laid  up  on  the  date  of 
our  important  Brockton  game.  Here's  hop- 
ing that  we  don't  lose  the  third.  The  first 
calamity  came  when  Willard  Crocker,  our 
fighting  captain,  was  hurt  in  the  Winthrop 
game.  The  cartilage  of  the  knee  that 
bothered  him  during  the  football  season — 
and  incidentally  lost  a  good  man  for  that 
team — was  hurt  so  badly  that  an  operation 
was  necessary.  Fate  had  fixed  one  good 
man  for  the  season.  Next,  Barstow,  a  very 
good  man  to  fill  in  with,  was  afflicted  with 
such  a  cold  that  it  was  a  wonder  to  the 
spectators  that  his  wind  would  allow  him  to 
stand  the  strain.  Crosscup,  whe  had  been 
kept  out  of  the  Reading  game  by  illness,  was 
laid  out  of  the  next  game  with  a  badly 
wrenched  ankle.  Welslord  was  badly  han- 
dled at  the  Brockton  game,  but  kept  fighting. 
Hamlin,  the  acting  captain,  was  kept  out  of 
that  game  by  illness.  Considering  all  this 
haicl  luck  and  the  good  record  that  our 
team  has  made,  we  cannot  help  asking  what 
would  have  happened  had  it  been  intact? 


We  are  glad  to  hear  from  Manager  Merrill 
that  the  new  baseball  league  is  a  reality. 
Brockton,  Milton,  Quincy,  Weymouth,  and 
Rockland  should  make  things  interesting 
during  the  whole  baseball  season.  We  can 
hope  for  a  good  showing  from  Quincy,  for  a 
number  of  last  year's  veterans  will  con- 
stitute the  backbone  of  this  year's  team. 


The  graded  preparatory  debates  should 
prove  a  great  attraction  for  prospective  de- 
bating club  members.  Mr.  Fuller's  new 
plan,  given  in  detail  under  the  School  News 
Column,  has  already  stirred  up  a  great  deal 
of   interest.     There    is    still     time     for     new 
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members  to  try  out  ior  the  two  teams  that 
will  compete  for  the  school  championship. 


other. 


Each  of  the  three  advanced  classes  of  the 
school  is  organized.     Once  in  a  great  while — 
that  is,  about  twice   during  the  school  year — 
we  have  a  meeting  at   which   there   is  a  lot 
of   talking    done   and   noise    made,   which,  in 
the  end,  does  not  amount  to  anything.     As  a 
suggestion,  would  it  not  be  a  good  idea  to 
have  a  fixed  day  each  month  for  a  meeting? 
At  this  meeting,  which  need  not  be  long,  any 
business  or  events  of  importance  that  have 
taken   place   or  are   to  take    place  could   be 
discussed,  class  clues  could  be  paid  and  plans 
made     lor     entertainment.     Every     two    or 
three    months    a    social    meeting    could    be 
held,  which  would  help  make  the  members  of 
the  classes  better  acquainted   with   one    an- 


— Wilfred  Hayes,  '16. 


The  new  plan  in  filing  from  the  building 
during  the  fire  drill  seems  to  be  a  very  good  . 
one,   although   it  was   quite  evident   that  it 
did  not  work  as  well  as  was  expected,  when 
it  was  tried  out  the  first  time.     The  reason 
for  this  was  the  difficulty  of  a  great  many 
pupils  in  not  being  able  to  distinguish  Room 
10    from     Room    9,    where     the    fire-escape 
starts.     It  surely  stands   to  reason  that  the 
building  may  be  emptied  much  more  quick- 
ly by  three  exits  than  by  two.     Let  us  all 
try    to    have  our  wits  about   us  when    the 
next  fire  drill  comes,   and   pupils  using    the 
fire-escape— remember — Room  9  is  the  one. 

— Dorothy  M.  Stevens,  '16. 


MARCH. 


The  thaw  continued  until  the  snow  was 
nearly  gone.  Only  the  great  drifts  against 
the  fences  and  the  snow  in  the  rifts  of  the 
hill-sides  remained  to  tell  what  had  been. 
Then  came  a  day  of  warm  rain  that  washed 
away  the  last  bit  of  the  earth  's  white  coat- 
ing. At  night  the  weather  cooled,  and  the 
rain  changed  to  a  fine  mist.  But  the  next 
morning  was  a  diamond  morning.  Up  the 
lanes  and  over  the  fields  every  tree  and  bush 


Real    War    Dope. 

The  Allies'  left  is  trying  to  move  around 
the  Germans'  right,  but  the  Germans'  right 
is  also  moving  around  the  Allies'  left.  Now, 
if  the  left  of  the  Germans'  right  moves  around 
the  right  of  the  Allies'  left,  then  what  is 
left  of  the  Germans'  right  must  be  right 
where  the  Allies  left.  But  if  the  Germans' 
right  left  is  left  right  where  the  Allies'  left 
right  was  right  before  the  Allies  left,  then  the 
left  is  left  right  where  the  right  was  right  be- 
fore the  left's  right  left  the  right's  left.     See? 


seemed    to    be    sprinkled    with    gems,    while 
the  sun  was  rising  with  unknown  splendor. 

— Mildred   De   Boer. 


Blustering  blasts,  tingling  toes, 
Pussy-willows,    and    vanishing    snows, 
March! 

— Louise    Churchill. 


With    Our  Contemporaries. 

Nothing   is   better    than    a   well    prepared 
lesson. 

A   poorly   prepared   lesson    is   better   than 
nothing. 

A  poorly  prepared  lesson  is  better  than  a 
well  prepared  one. 
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THE  SCARABAEUS   MUMMY. 


Chapter  I. 

The  sun  was  setting  and  peace  had  thrown 
its  veil  over  the  great  Libyan  desert.  The 
white  domes  and  minarets  of  distant  Cairo 
vanished     fiom    sight.     The    August     moon 


was  found.  Pictures  and  casts  were  taken  of 
it,  and  before  a  week  Von  Hohenlohe  had  the 
complete  section  translated,  although  only 
one  part  was  of  material  benefit  to  them, 
that  part  where  the  words  ran,  "Buried  at 
the   extreme   point   of    the    shadow    of    the 


rose,   casting   its   misty   purple   rays   on    the      Sphinx  when  the  moon  was  parallel  with  the 
broad    sides   of    the    tomb     oi      the    mighty      apex  of  the  pyramid  " 


Cheops*. 

On  a  lonely  spot,  scarcely  beyond  the  shad- 
ows of  the  Sphinx,  two  men,  leading  a 
camel,  had  paused.  One  wrore  the  dress  cf  a 
European;  the  other,  a  turban  and  light 
flowing  mantel. 

The  European,  a  German,  Max  Von 
Hohenlohe  by  name,  had  been  sent  to  Egypt 
by  the  University  of  Heidelberg  to  secure  a 
Scarabaeus  mummy,  the  rarest  of  the  entire 
group  and  supposed  to  be  of  the  royal  family 
in  the  time  of  Ramases  II.  Von  Hohenlohe 
had  been  hunting  through  the  records  con- 
cerning mummies  kept  at  the  museum  of 
Cairo  and  had  even  ventured  to  the  cata- 
combs along  the  upper  Nile,  but  in  all  in- 
stances had  failed  to  find  anything  of  value 
or  anything  that  would  aid  him  in  his  pur- 
suits, until  one  day,  as  he  was  roaming  about 
the  streets  of  ancient  Caiio,  he  met  a  native 
of  the  place,  who  had  often  assisted  on 
scientific  and  excavating  expeditions  and  who, 
when  he  heard  Von  Hohenlohe 's  story,  was 
willing,  if  not  enthusiastic,  to  help  him  in 
this  enterprise.  Achmet,  as  was  the  native's 
name,  remembeied  having  once  seen  an 
inscription  on  an  obelisk  in  Varnak  that  he 
thought  might  possibly  refer  to  the  Scara- 
baeus branch  of  mummies.  The  inscrip- 
tion was  not  wholly  clear  but  he  distinctly 
remembered  seeing  the  form  of  a  mummy 
carved  on  its  surface,  as  a  sort  of  a  hieroglyph- 
ical  illustration  of  the  words  that  wrere 
inscribed. 

Achmet  and  Von  Hohenlohe  set  out  for 
Tarnabe  and  the  obelisk  and,  after  much 
difficulty;   the   place   spoken   of   by   Achmet 


It  was  on  this  August  night  that  we  saw 
them  at  the  Sphinx  trying  to  evade  the 
officials  at  Cairo,  as  it  is  the  law  of  the  coun- 
try that  nothing  may  be  excavated  unless 
presented  to  a  museum  or  institution  of 
Egypt. 

"Five  years  ago,  a  certain  Piof.  Amend 
excavated  a  large  mummified  animal  not  far 
from  this  spot,"  says  Achmet,  "and  I  think 
without  a  doubt,  that  it  is  in  this  vicinity  that 
the  mummy  lies,  as  it  was  the  ancient  custom 
of  my  people  to  bury  near  the  dead  such 
things  as  would  be  necessary  for  their  susten- 
ance." 

"We  are  on  the  right  track  to  be  sure. 
Now  to  get  it  out  before  sunrise,  have  it 
packed  into  the  dromedary,  and  start  out  for 
Alexandria  before  the  officials  are  on  the 
alert  is  another  matter,"  replied  Von  Hohen- 
lohe. 

"It  is  a  matter  much  easier  said  than  done, 
Sahib.  We  have  to  consider  the  Bedoins 
who  roam  these  deserts  at  all  hours,  night 
and  day,  as  an  obstacle.  It  is  certainly  a 
thing  of  insignificance  that  escapes  the  glance 
of  their  hawk  eyes.  They  are  a  band  who 
would  report  to  the  officials  anything  that 
looked  suspicious  merely  for  the  Baksheesh 
they  would  receive  from  them,"  related  the 
guide. 

The  houis  quickly  passed  and  the  two  men 
dug  on  without  finding  even  the  slightest 
sign  of  the  buried  prize.  They  were  nearly 
ready  to  give  up  the  undertaking  when 
Achmet  struck  a  stone.  It  proved,  upon  un- 
covering it,  to  be  the  top  of  a  sarcophagus 
and,  when  it  was  removed,  they  saw  before 


*The  Great  Pyramid. 
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them  the  print  of  a  sandled  foot  undoubted- 
ly that  of  the  man  who  laid  the  mummy  in 
the  tomb  after  the  funeral  ceremonies.  They 
were  struck  with  speechless  awe  as  they  gazed 
at  the  spectacle  before  them,  due  no  doubt  to 
the  ccmbination  of  affairs,  the  silent  night, 
that  footprint,  and  the  calm,  critical  gaze  of 
the  sphinz  as  it  overshadowed  them  and 
their  work. 

Slowly  and  with  the  reverence  due  a  dead 
body,  they  lift  the  case  and  the  contents  from 
the  sarcophagus,  its  eternal  resting-place,  as 
no  doubt  the  ancient  Egyptians  thought  it 
would  be.  They  had  probably  never  dreamed 
that  some  day  a  horde  of  excursionists  would 
tread  the  floors  cf  their  sacred  temples  and 
scientists  excavate  their  graves. 

Cautiously  Von  Hohenlohe  removed  the 
painted  top  of  the  case  to  see  if  the  mummy, 
by  good  fortune,  was  a  Scarabaeus  mummy. 
A  lamellicorn  beetle,  golden  and  shining, 
i ells  from  the  binding  into  the  sand  at  his 
feet.  It  is  that  long  sought  Sacarabaeus 
mummy  that  lies  on  the  sand  before  him  as 
the  amulet,  in  the  form  of  a  beetle,  distin- 
guishes it  from    all  ether  mummies. 

They  had  just  strapped  the  mummy  to  the 
camel  when  suddenly  the  shrill  cry  of  a  woman 
penetrated  the  deep  silence  of  the  night. 

Von  Hohenlohe,  deathly  pale,  turned  in 
the  direction  from  whence  it  came.  "What 
can  it  mean?"  he  gasped. 

"It  comes  from  the  north  entrance  to  the 
pyramid,  and  is  a  call  for  help,"  answered 
Achmet,  thrusting  his  hand  for  the  hilt  of  his 
cutlass  which  he  has  concealed  among  the 
folds  of  his  loose  overdress. 

Bringing  the  camel  to  a  stop,  they  hasten  in 
that  direction,  on  foot.  A  donkey  dis- 
appears in  the  distance,  tossing  its  rider  con- 
vulsively about  in  the  saddle.  Towaids  the 
pyramid  a  woman  is  vainly  trying  to  mount  a 
small  Arabian  horse.  Behind  her  aie  two 
black,  sneaking  scoundels  making  their  way 
over  the  rocks  into  the  dark  chasms  of  the 
pyramid. 

"Allah  kerim — God  is  merciful — Oh  honor- 


able Sahib,  you  have  saved  me!  These 
Arabs*  would  have  had  my  sacred  wristband 
had  you  not  arrived,"  exclaimed  the  Egyp- 
tian woman,  exposing  a  beaten  gold  bracelet, 
studded  with  jewels  of  priceless  value. 
"Farewell,  stranger.  I  shall  know  better 
in  the  future  than  to  ride  out  so  early  with 
only  a  donkey  boy  as  my  escort." 

With  a  lurch  of  the  rein  she  was  off,  the 
veils  of  her  face  flowing  with  the  mane  of  her 
horse  and  disappearing  in  the  gray  shadows 
of  the  early  morn. 

Chapter  II. 

The  sun  has  risen  and  the  moon  has  sunken, 
redder  and  redder  through  a  cloud  of  early 
morning  mist,  where  the  sea  of  sand  meets 
the  boundless  expanse  of  clear  blue  sky. 
Achmet  and  Von  Hohenlohe  are  now  well  on 
their  journey  but  are  by  no  means  out  of  all 
danger,  for  there  are  the  Bedoins  who  brawl 
the  deserts  like  hungry  wolves. 

"A  mirage!  A  mirage!  Achmet,  it  is  the 
first  I  have  seen.  How  queer  that  pool  looks, 
poised  like  a  humming  bird  in  the  air." 

"But,  Sahib,  there  is  something  of  more 
importance  in  that  mirage  than  all  the 
pools  of  either  the  Orient  or  the  Occident  to 
me.  Do  you  not  see  those  specks  moving  to 
the  light  of  yonder  oasis?  They  are  turned 
in  our  direction.  If  ihey  chance  to  be  Bed- 
oins we  are  lost,  caught  red-handed  with  the 
goods  in  our  possession." 

"We  must,  Oh  we  must!  save  the  mummy  at 
all  odds.  You  can  mount  the  camel,  Achmet, 
by  unloading  some  of  those  provisions.  Leave 
me  here;  I'll  get  out  of  it  somehow.  You 
dash  on  1o  Alexandria.  I  know  them  by  their 
turbans;  it  is  they!  Go  Achmet,  go!  They 
have  already  sighted  us." 

Achmet  has  the  camel  under  control  and  is 
seen  beyond  the  reach  of  the  Bedoins,  who 
have  now  turned  their  attention  to  Von 
Hohenlohe,  who  stands  helplessly  awaiting 
their  approach. 

"What  is  your  business  here?     For  where 


*Arabs  are  quite  common  in  Egypt. 
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are    you    bound?"    cries    the    leader    to   Von 
Hohenlohe,    leaning  in  his  stirrups. 

"Hands  off!  You'll  repent  this.  You 
have  no  just  cause.     Unhand  me  I  say!'" 

"Strap  him  to  the  young  colt,  Abduhl," 
came  the  order  from  Pasha,  the  chief  of  the 
band.  "He  is  one  who  did  that  piece  of 
work  last  night  after  the  camel,  Naser, 
although  a  hard  side  you'll  have  in  overtak- 
ing it." 

With  Von  Hohenlohe  strapped  to  the 
saddle  of  the  colt,  they  set  out  for  the  Bed- 
oin  encampment  in  a  valley  among  the  high 
hills  a  short  distance  from  here. 

The  vegetation  along  the  way  increased  in 
verdure.  Shiubs  and  trees  grew  in  the  dry 
water  sources.  Here  were  wild  olive  trees 
and  mustard  shrubs  and  the  famous  balm  of 
Gilead  of  Biblical  times.  Among  the  trees 
grew  a  yellow,  cherrydike  fruit  with  the 
aromatic  odor  of  a  dry  quince.  Crows  and 
ravens  swarmed  from  the  gulches  in  advance 
of  them.  It  is  a  wonderful  country,  this 
land  of  the  Bedoins. 

The  tents  and  small  mud  houses  of  the 
Bedoin  camp  loom  up  in  the  valley  below. 
They  aie  forced  to  dismount  in  making  the 
descent  over  the  crags.  Upon  reaching  the 
encampment  Von  Hohenlohe  is  unbound  and 
placed  in  a  small  mud  house  with  a  heavy 
iron  door  and  a  baned  window  looking  out 
toward  an  oasis.     A  jar  of  water  and  a  loaf 


of  barley  bread  are  shoved  in  to  him  as  his 
rations. 

As  he  gazes  out  through  the  bars,  he  sees  at 
a  fountain  a  beautiful  maiden  drawing  water. 
Her  velvety  black  hair  falls  in  coils  over  her 
shoulders.  Her  light  robes  are  gracefully 
drapped  about  her  tall  figure  and  the  numerous 
jewels  that  she  wears  sparkle  in  the  even- 
ing sunlight.  She  catches  sight  of  him  and 
with  a  hurried  glance  about  her  glides  into  a 
near-by  tent.  Soon  after  she  reappears  with 
a  large  basket  of  figs  and  other  fruits  which 
she  carries  to  the  window  of  the  prison,  placing 
handfuls  in  the  ledge  as  token  of  friendship. 
Among  the  luxuriant  bunches  of  grapes 
Von  Hohenlohe  finds  a  small  note  written  on  a 
papyrus  leaf  and  in  the  language  of  the 
Egyptians  he  translates  it  with  ease  and 
learns  from  this  note  that  a  key  has  been  hid- 
den in  a  large  pomegranate  and  when  the 
moon  has  reached  its  height  that  he  is  to  un- 
lock the  door  and  meet  her  beneath  the  palms 
on   the  edge  of  the  oasis. 

"An  angel,"  murmurs  Von  Hohenlohe  to 
himself.  "Why  should  she  do  this?  I  have 
never  seen  her  before,  I  am  quite  sure,  al- 
though how  do  I  know?  These  veils  with 
which  the  Egyptian  women  swathe  their 
faces  render  them  all  alike  " 

(To  be  continued.) 

— Frederick  F.  Johnson. 


II  y  ai  ait  einmal   puella 
Qui  hat  ait  porter  an  umbrella. 
Sie  wahr  auch  so  schone 
Dasz  heraus  in  the  rain 
Elle    ging    toujour    heim    mit    some    fella. 

—Ex. 


Oh  for   a  man 

The  alto  cries 

Oh    for   a    man 

The  soprano  sighs 

A  man,   they  sing 

With  tears  in  their  eyes 

A   mansion   in   the  skies. 


-Ex. 


To  prove  A  rotten  potato   =    1  beehive. 
Proof  1  rotten  potato   =    1  specked  'tator. 
But   1  spectator    =    1  beholder. 
And  1  beholder  =   1  beehive.  —Ex. 


Teacher,    (putting    finger    on    map):— 
"What's  this?" 

Pupil:— "A  dirty  finger."  -Ex. 
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THE  WOMAN   HATER. 


Berton  Chester  was  busily  at  work  on  a 
chemistry  problem  when  Jack  Forsythe  rushed 
into  his  room. 

"I  say,  Bert,  I  am  in  an  awful  fix.  and  you 
have  got  to  help  me  out." 

"Always  leady  to  do  that,  Jack,"  was  the 
reply.  "Tell  me  what  it  is  I've  got  to 
do/' 

"Well,  you  see,   it's  like  this,"  said  Jack, 

"Bella   has ". 

"Now  look  here,"  interrupted  Bert  angrily, 
"how  many  times  have  I  got  1o  tell  you  I  re- 
fuse to  have  anything  to  do  with  the  girls. 
If  you  have  got  any  studies  you  want  assist- 
ance in,  or  any  money  for  athletics,  I'll 
help  you  in  a  minute." 

"Yes,  I  told  Bell  you'd  refuse  to  listen  when 
I  mentioned  girls,  but  honestly,  Bert,  you 
have  just  got  to  help,  that's  all.  Your  see 
it  is  like  this:  Bell  and  some  friends  of  hers 
are  to  have  a  dance;  all  the  invitations  are 

issued     and     all     arrangements     made ." 

"Humph,  what's  that  got  1o  do  with  me? 
I'm  not  responsible  for  the  party  or  any  of 
the  arrangements,  am  I?"  Bert  interrupted 
impatiently. 

'If  you'll  give  me  a  minute  to  explain 
matters,  Bert,"  answered  Jack,  "you'll  un- 
derstand things  more  clearly.  What  we 
want  you  to  do  is  to  attend  this  little  affair, 
that's  all." 

"All!"  said  Bert  disgustedly,  "I  should 
say  that  was  quite  enough!  And  what  is 
more,  you  may  tell  Bella  I'm  not  going. 
You  should  have  told  her  so  in  the  fast  place. 
There  are  dozens  of  other  fellows  here  who 
would  jump  at  the  opportunity.  You  know, 
or  ought  to  by  this  time,  what  my  opinion  is 
of  young  ladies." 

"There  you  go  again,"  said  Jack.  "Can't 
you  let  me  explain  matters?  A  friend  of 
Bell's  mother  has  been  taken  sick  and  is 
obliged  to  go  away  for  her  health.  As  their 
income  will  not  permit  her  taking  the 
daughter  with  her,  Mrs.  Whitman  has  asked 


the  young  lady  to  visit  Bell  until  her  mother 
is  able  to  return.  The  result  is  she  will 
be  here  just  in  time  for  the  party,  and  as 
there  would  be  an  uneven  number,  Bell 
wants  you  to  go.  Her  name  is  Jane  Davis, 
and  she  comes  from  Dayton." 

"Well;  I  admit  I  am  sorry  Jane  s  mother  is 
ill.  and  I  am  equally  sorry  that  Bell  has 
been  placed  in  this  difficulty  but  I'm  aftaid 
I  can't  help  her  any.     In  the  first   place:   I 

can't  dance  decently,  and  in  the  second 

well,  I  just  couldn't  think  of  going,  that's  all  ' 
"Sorry,  Bert,  but  it  is  too  late  to  argue 
now.  Bell  has  made  arrangements  for  your 
coming  and  everybody  expects  you.  It 
won't  kill  you  just  this  once,  and  as  far  as 
dane'ng  goes  you  do  very  well.  I'll  meet 
you  here  at  7.30.  So  long!"  And  with  these 
words  he  left  the  rocm. 

"Well,  of  all  the  nerve!"  said  Bert  savagely, 
when  he  recovered  from  the  shock.  I  don't 
see  why  he  couldn't  have  found  somebody  else 
to  go.  How  he  thinks  I  'm  going  to  dance  and 
talk  to  a  lot  of  silly  girls  about  nothing  is 
more  than  I  can  see;  and  a  dress  suit  affair  at 
that." 

It  was  indeed  a  rather  unpleasant  situa- 
tion for  a  fellow  like  Berton  Chester.  He 
strongly  disliked  girls.  To  him  they  were 
composed  of  two  classes,  "tomboys"  and 
"coquettes."  He  cared  for  neither.  The 
more  he  considered  the  situation  the  less  he 
felt  like  going  . 

It  was  eight  o'clock  and  Bert  Chester 
clothed  in  his  dress  suit  felt  very  much  out 
of   place. 

He  had  met  Bell  and  also  her  mother,  and 
they  had  been  very  gracious  to  him,  but  he 
could  not  help  feeling  awkward  and  uncom- 
fortable in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  knew 
nearly  everybody  present. 

He  was  ihinking  how  foolish  he  had  been 
to  accede  to  his  friend's  wish,  when  Bell 
Whitman  came  toward  him  with  a  young 
ladv. 
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"This  is  my  friend  Miss  Davis.  Mr. 
Chester,"  she  said. 

"Glad  to  know  you  I  am  sure,"  Bert  re- 
plied. 

After  a  few  woids  Bell  remarked  something 
about  having  to  leave  them  for  a  minute  and 
departed,  leaving  poor  Beit  to  entertain  the 
girl. 

He  was  entirely  at  a  loss  for  conversation 
and  he  felt  very  much  like  running  away.  A 
dozen  thoughts  passed  through  his  brain,  and 
he  was  vowing  to  get  even  with  Jack  for 
causing  all  the  trouble  when  he  became  a- 
ware  that  somebody  was  talking  to  him. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss  Davis,"  he  in- 
terrupted her,  'but  I  did  not  hear  your 
question.  You'll  have  to  excuse  me  if  I 
seem  rude,  but  you  see  this  is — that  is — I 
don't  attend  many  dances." 

He  hardly  knew  what  he  had  said.  What 
was  there  about  the  girl  anyway  that  had 
made  him  say  it?  The  music  had  started 
and  the  couples  were  beginning  to  take  their 
places  foi  a  waltz.  Hardly  realizing  what  he 
was  doing,  he  asked  the  girl  to  dance  with 
him. 

The  waltz  was  over  and  he  led  her  to  a 


seat.  He  had  found  her  not  silly,  but  very 
interesting,  different  from  other  girls.  A 
strange  feeling  of  content  was  beginning  to 
dawn   upon  him. 

During  the  dance  he  had  taken  note  of  her 
hair,  her  eyes  and  when  the  music  ceased  he 
wanted  nothing  so  much  as  to  keep  light  on 
dancing,  but  with  this  same  girl. 

He  was  holding  a  most  interesting  con- 
versation with  her  when  Jack  Forsythe  came 
over  and  asked  her  to  be  his  partner  for  the 
next  dance.  Bert  had  a  strong  desire  to 
shout,  "Engaged  foi  this  one:  and  all  others!" 
but  instead  he  simply  glared  at  Jack  and  said 
nothing.  Jack  was  always  spoiling  things. 
Why  wasn't  one  girl  enough? 

Jack  caught  the  look  and  smiled;  he  under- 
stood. 

A  week  later  Forsythe  again  entered  Bert's 
room  to  gain  some  assistance  hi  a  chemistry 
problem. 

"Can't  stop  now,"  said  Bert,  "Jane  and 
I  have  got  an  engagement." 

"What?"  asked  Jack,  but  Beit  had  gone. 

"Well,  I'll  be  hanged!"  said  Jack. 

Mary  E.  Mahoney,    '16. 


SAVED   BY   A   WOMAN. 


Crack!   Crack!   Ciack! 

One  of  the  horses  dead!  The  driver 
tumbled  from  his  seat,  a  second  later  followed 
by  an  outside  passenger.  The  crash  of  glass, 
flying  splinters,  the  shrill  whistle  of  bullets, 
and  above  all,  the  unearthly  yells  of  the 
savages!  Taken  prisoners  by  the  Sioux- 
Charlie  and  Jack  Stuait,  known  on  theatrical 
posters  as  "The  Rubino  Biothers,"  and 
Mademoiselle  Belmont,  "Queen  of  the  Float- 
ing Wire,-'  in  private  life  Mrs.  Jack  Stuart. 

The  "Rubino  Brothers  and  Mademoiselle 
Belmont"  were  en  route  to  fill  an  engage- 
ment in  San  Francisco,  just  then  assuming 
importance.  The  prisoners  were  tied  on 
the   coach   horses   and   carried   some    fifteen 


miles  away.  When  night  approached  they 
camped  near  a  stream. 

Words  failed  to  portray  the  anxieties  of  the 
prisoners.  When  the  fire  was  built  they 
imagined  a  fiery  death,  and  when  the  chiefs 
touched  their  knives,  it  seemed  as  if  they 
were  experiencing  in  advance  the  delights  of 
torturing  them  to  their  hearts'  content. 

"Great  heavens,  Charlie!  What  are  we  to 
do?  These  demons  mean  to  torture  us. 
See!  They  are  gatheiing  wood  for  the  pur- 
pose. A'ly  wife  may  be  saved  for  a  worse 
fat,'." 

"It  would  have  been  better  for  all  of  us  to 
be  lying  on  the  road,  stiff  and  stark,  like 
those  other  fellows." 
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"I  tell  you  what,  Charlie,  I  mean  to  make 
tumble    for    them   yet." 

"What  can  we  do,  Jack?  Our  hands  are 
tied,  and  wherever  we  go  we  are  guarded." 

The  two  men  relapsed  into  a  gloomy 
silence. 

For  some  time  ihe  savages  amused  them- 
selves with  the  wardrobe  of  the  show  people. 
They  were  especially  interested  with  Madem- 
oiselle's stage  jewelry,  and  the  fluffy  skirts. 
They  were  equally  amazed  at  ihe  men's 
clothes,  over  which  they  gesticulated  as  they 
were  passed  from  hand  to  hand.  Presently 
a  couple  of  chiefs  brought  the  garments  for- 
ward, and  reeled  off  words,  the  meaning  of 
which  the  brothers  might  not  have  fathomed 
had  the  gestures  been  omitted.  It  was  evi- 
dent they  asked  an  explanation  of  the  uses 
of  the  singular  costume?. 

'I  say,  Charlie,"  spoke  up  Jack,  quickly, 
'they  want  to  know  what  those  tights  are 
for.  If  we  can  only  persuade  them  to  allow 
us  1o  do  some  stage  business  it  may  save  our 
lives  for  a  day  or  two." 

"Or  they  may  take  us  for  medicine  men," 
answered  Charlie. 

With  this  ielea  in  their  minds  they  went 
through  a  great  deal  of  pantomimic  dialogue, 
and  succeeded  in  conveying  some  ideas  into 
ihe  brains  of  their  captors,  which  resulted 
in  their  being  released,  still  carefully  guarded, 
however.  They  swung  the  trapeze  irom  the 
bough  of  a  huge  tiee — perfotmers  of  this  sort 
always  carry  the  necessary  ropes  and  bars 
with  them.  Jack  managed  to  exchange  a  few 
woids  with  his  wife,  and  was  glad  to  know 
she  had  her  hands  free. 

The  Rubino  Brothers  had  performed  in 
many  large  cities,  but  never  were  they  so 
anxious  tc  excel  as  on  this  occasion.  As 
they  sprang  irom  the  bushes  before  the 
ciowd  a  murmur  of  surprise  and  admiration 
came  from  the  savage  warriors.  In  the 
eyes  of  their  dusky  audience  they  looked 
like  gods — like  beings  from  another  world. 
Both  men  were  models  of  physical  beauty, 
and  the  light  from  the  blazing  fire  added  to 


the  glamor. 

Hand  in  hand  the  brothers  advanced  until 
directly  beneath  the  trapeze.  With  a  bow 
as  graceful  as  they  would  have  bestowed 
upon  a  London  audience,  they  tcok  their 
places  at  the  bar.  Ella  was  seated  in  the 
shadow,  not  far  distant,  and  in  full  view  of 
the  trapeze.  The  savages  reclined  on  the 
ground  between  her  and  the  fire. 

When  she  thought  of  that  which  was  more 
cruel  than  death,  she  dared  not  stay.  If 
she  could  but  yield  her  own  life  and  save  her 
husband,  how  willingly,  she  thcught,  she 
would  go  to  her  death! 

The  performance  began.  As  the  brothers 
passed  from  the  simpler  feats  to  those  more 
astonishing  the  applause  grew  greater  among 
the  savages.  Most  eagerly  they  devoured 
the  swift  contortions  of  the  agile  acrobats,  as 
their  shapely  white  limbs  flashed  in  and  out 
of  the  ropes,  now  hanging  from  the  bar,  or 
swinging   through   the   air. 

Jack  expected  every  moment  to  hear  the 
shout  which  would  follow  Ella's  escape. 
Already  they  felt  the  strain  and  fatigue, 
which  must  soon  be  followed  by  utter  ex- 
haustion. 

"Shall  we  make  a  run  for  it,  Jack?  I  can- 
not keep  the  mill  a-going  much  longer," 
whispered    Charlie. 

There  was  no  answer  to  this  question, 
for  the  next  moment  the  Sioux  were  scram- 
bling like  mad  toward  their  horses,  and  giving 
vent  to  exclamations  of  fear. 

Heaven  it  seemed  had  interposed  to  rescue 
the  prisoneis.  Was  it  some  electrical  phenom- 
enon with  a  special  vengeance  for  their 
cruel  foes?  For  the  flaming  balls  followed 
them  alone.  It  seemed  but  an  instant  be- 
fore the  hoofbeats  began  to  sound  more 
like  echoes  than  realities,  telling  how  fast  the 
Sioux  were  putting  grass  between  them  and 
the  haunted  camp. 

The  acrobats  themselves  were  startled 
and  knew  not  what  to  make  of  it,  until  a 
woman's  laugh  was  heard.  Ella  Stuart  sprang 
into  her  husband's  arms,  and  with  a  woman's 
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inconsistency,  exchanged  the  laugh  lor  sob- 
bing explanations. 

"I  couldn't  leave  you,  Jack,  to  die!  I  could- 
n't! and  when  I  thought  of  that  package  of 
stage  bombs  which  we  brought  with  us  for 
one  of  our  acts,  I  knew  what  to  do.  I  found 
them  fortunately,  without  trouble,  and  fired 
them  right  into  the  crowd.  I  never  saw  a 
house  cleared  out  so  quickly  before.  Did 
you . 

But    there    was    not    time    to    discuss    the 


subject. 

The  foes  in  the  flight  and  frenzy  of  iheii 
retreat  had  stopped  not  to  think  of  plunder 
or  prisoners,  hence  the  coach  horses  remained 
to  carry  them  to  a  little  settlement,  where 
they  arrived  the  next  afternoon.  From 
there  they  made  their  way  to  San  Francisco, 
resolved  to  avoid  thereafter  the  regions  fre- 
ciuented  by  "practical"'  savages. 

Ellis   Backman. 


THE  NEEDLE  SIGNER. 


As  William  Hill,  a  wealthy  leather  mer- 
chant, came  into  his  office  on  a  pleasant 
August  morning,  he  noticed  a  letter  of  un- 
usual shape  and  color  on  his  desk.  Upon 
opening  it  he  was  even  more  struck  with  its 
peculiarity,  for  it  ran  like  this:  Leave  $2000 
under  Grey  Boulder  before  11  o'clock  mid- 
night to-morrow.  If  you  don't,  look  out 
for  ihe  Needle  Signer. 

This  was  so  much  of  a  surprise  to  Hill, 
that  at  first  he  did  not  in  reality  take  it  in, 
but  as  the  day  went  on  he  became  more  and 
moie  troubleel  until  he  finally  called  in  a 
police  inspector  to  look  at  the  curious  letter 
and  to  advise  him  as  to  what  to  do. 

"Phew!"  said  the  inspector,  "that  sign  of 
the  needle  is  famous,  because  a  good  many 
men  have  been  killed  by  the  person  who 
writes  it."  And  here  the  inspector  went  on 
to  enumerate  instances  of  this  terrible 
person's  murders  committed  by  means  of 
poisoned    needles. 

'Well!  what  shall  I  do?"  exclaimed  Hill, 
shaking  with  fear,  for  he  then  realized  the 
graveness   of   his   situation. 

"Yes,"  said  the  inspector,  "that's  what  I 
was  thinking  about.  I  don't  see  but  the 
safest  thing  is  to  put  the  money  there  as 
directed  and  let  me  watch  out  for  the  cul- 
prit. Show  the  money  freely  before  you 
put  it   under,   for  the  culprit   will   be-  watch- 


ing, I'll  wariant,  and  will  kill  you  if  he  thinks 
you  aren't  putting  money  under." 

"Good  plan!  good  plan!"  Hill  said  wip- 
ing great  beads  of  sweat  from  his  forehead. 

"Now,  of  course  the  fee  for  so  dangerous  a 
case  wi'l  be  enormous  since  the  risk  of  death 
is  incurred,"  said  the  inspector  with  a  side- 
long glance  at  Hill,  as  he  got  up  to  leave. 

"Well,  make  it  as  reasonable  as  you  can, 
and  I  will  pay  you  provided  you  capture 
this  villian  dead  or  alive,"  said  Hill,  shaking 
hands  with   the  inspector  as  he  left. 

Now  Grey  Boulder  was  on  the  coast  of 
Australia  near  the  town  where  Hill  lived,  and 
near  a  cave  famous  because  the  waves  of  the 
incoming  tide  moaned  as  they  rolled  into 
the  cave. 

The  inspector  planned  that  the  needle 
signer  would  probably  hide  in  this  cave  since 
the  tide  was  out  at  the  set  time.  Moreover, 
he  thought  that  he  could  hide  and  shoot  the 
needle  signer  as  the  latter  came  out  of  the 
cave  for  the  money. 

The  night  appointed  Hill  with  trembling 
hand  placed  the  money  under  the  rock, 
making  as  great  a  show  of  it  as  he  could 
without  overdrawing  his  motions,  and 
then  left. 

The  inspector  hidden  behind  another  rock 
waited,  and  waited,  and  waited.  Then  all 
of  a  sudden  he  heard   a  moan  issuing   from 
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the  cave,  and  he  shuddered,  thinking  mayhap 
he  had  been  discovered  and  that  in  con- 
sequence the  culprit  preferred  drowning  to 
being  shot  down.  But  since  the  moaning 
continued  he  realized  that  that  was  a  char- 
acteristic of  the  cave  when  the  tide  came  in. 
He  thought  then  that  probably  some  of  Hill's 
friends  having  heard  of  the  needle  signer,  in 
sending  him  that  letter  had  played  a  joke  on 
h'm,  so  he  stood  up  and  looked  around. 

Looking  out  to  sea  he  saw  something  a- 
bout  a  hundred  feet  out  that  looked  like  a 
duck,  and  being  disgusted  that  he  hadn't 
had  a  chance  to  use  his  pistol  on  the  needle 
signer,  he  fired  at  the  duck.  There  was  a 
crash  like  that  of  clashing  metal,  a  hollow 
shriek,  and  a  few  moments  of  silence.  The 
inspector,  terrified,  stood  stock  still  and 
watched  the  spot  he  had  shot  at  and  in  a  few 
moments  what  did  he  see  but  a  lot  of  bubbles 
followed  by  a  general  upheaval,  and  there 
lay  a  ghastly  corpse  in  the  moonlight.  Slow- 
ly it  drifted  to  shore  at  the  feet  of  the  still 
dazed  inspector.  At  length  he  managed  to 
pull  the  body  up  on  the  shore  and  to  make 
sure  there  was  no  life  in  it. 

By  that  time  the  tide  had  begun  to  go 
out  and  the  moon  to  sink,  so  the  inspector, 
knowing  that  he  could  do  nothing  more 
until  daylight,  covered  up  the  corpse  and  went 
toward  Hill's  house. 

By  the  time  he  had  got  Hill  and  come  back 
to  Grey  Boulder,  dawn  was  breaking  and 
the    ocean    had    receded. 


Then  followed  a  search  in  which  a  tunnel 
was  discovered  from  the  cave  cut  about  a 
hundred  feet  from  shore,  where  it  broke 
through  the  sand  near  which  lay  an  iron  pipe. 
Upon  searching  the  clothing  of  the  corpse 
three  needles  were  discovered  sticking  through 
a  coat  pocket  into  the  body. 

From  these  points  the  inspector  made  up 
a  story,  that  probably  the  culprit  had  fore- 
seen the  coming  of  the  police  together  with 
the  flow  of  the  tide;  that  he  had  built  a  tun- 
nel in  which  to  retreat  if  the  police  should 
stay  when  the  tide  was  high;  that  he  con- 
structed it  with  a  watertight  door  in  the 
cave,  and  with  an  opening  for  an  iron  vent 
pipe  at  the  sea  end  of  it;  that  when  the  tide 
and  police  had  actually  come,  he  had  dis- 
covered the  police  and  had  gone  into  his 
tunnel,  sticking  the  vent  pipe  just  above  water; 
that  he,  the  inspector,  had  mistaken  the  vent 
pipe  for  a  duck  and  had  shot  at  it,  breaking 
it  off  and  letting  the  water  in ;  that  the  cul- 
prit choked  by  water  had  tried  to  force  the 
top  of  the  tunnel  up,  and  in  so  doing  had 
sluck  the  needles  into  himself  at  the  same 
time  the  top  gave  way;  that  the  needles  had 
instantly  killed  him  with  their  poison,  leaving 
his  body  to  float  on  the  top  of  the  water. 

Hill  with  great  relief  at  knowing  the  needle 
signer  would  never  trouble  him  again  gave 
the  inspector  the  two  thousand  dollars 
demanded  by  the  culprit,  along  with  a  promise 
of  a  thousand  a  year  for  five  years. 

W.  C.   '16. 


Teacher: — "Decline   the   verb    "to   give." 
Pupil  (aside): — "What  is  it?" 
Another   Pupil: — "Darnifino." 
Pupil: — "Darnifino,    darnifinare,    darnifin- 
avi,  darnifinatus. 

Teacher: — "What   are   you    giving?" 
Pupil: — "Darnifino".  — Ex. 


Teacher: — "Decline   vacuum." 
Pupil: — "Can't,    but    I've    got    it    in    my 
head."  —Ex. 


"What  is  your  name,  little  boy?"  asked 
the    gentleman. 

"Don't    know,"    replied    the    small    boy. 

"Well,   what  does  your  father  call  you?" 

"Don't  know. ' ' 

"What  does  your  mother  call  you  when 
she's  making  pancakes  and  wants  to  give 
you  some?" 

"She     doesn't.         I'm     always     there." 

—Ex. 
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A  TALE    OF  THE  BORDER. 


Slowly  his  tired  horse  plodded  through  the 
sand  of  the  Santa  N —  trail,  leading  through 
the  sage  brush  and  cactus  across  the  barren 
wastes  and  desert  lands  of  the  Mexican 
border.  The  foothills  lay  far  in  the  distance, 
a  wavering  brown  line  against  the  blue  sky 
and  high  in  the  heavens  hung  the  burning 
sun,  which  shone  unmercifully  on  the  man 
below.  AH  day  long  Dick  Gilbert  had  followed 
the  trail  and,  now  exhausted,  sat  slouching  in 
his  saddle.  His  throat  was  parched.  Though  he 
still  had  a  little  water  left  in  his  canteen, 
he  knew  he  must  save  it,  for  a  sand  storm 
might  arise  and  he  would  need  it  then  far 
more   than  now. 

He  was  returning  from  a  trip  to  his 
father's  mine,  at  Santona,  and  the  visit 
brought  back  many  memories  of  his  life 
there.  Lola  Rivas  de  Cortez,  the  daughter 
of  a  once  wealthy  Mexican,  had  become  in- 
fatuated with  him.  Although  not  loving 
her  Dick  had  paid  her  some  slight  atten- 
tions in  a  friendly  way,  which  she  had  mis- 
interpreted. A  formerly  favored  admirer, 
a  young  outlaw,  Jose  Madrazo,  was  jealous 
of  Dick  and  uttered  threats  which  Dick  had 
disregarded,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  Madrazo 
was  considered    a  dangerous  man. 

Little  whirlwinds  of  sand  rising  and  fall- 
ing in  the  distance  aroused  him  from  his 
dreams.  "A  sand  storm,"  he  muttered. 
"Soon  it  will  be  upon  me."  He  jumped 
from  his  horse  and  throwing  a  blanket  over 
his  head,  he  held  the  reins  fast  and  crouched 
to  the  ground .  Everything  became  enveloped 
in  a  cloud  of  ceaseless,  whirling,  biting 
sand,  but  gradually  it  passed.  Taking  a 
swallow  of  water  from  his  canteen  he 
mounted  his  horse.  The  trail  was  covered 
but  he  rode  in  the  direction  toward  which 
he  supposed  the  camp  to  be. 

Night  was  approaching.  He  urged  his 
tired  horse  on.  Slowly  the  last  glow  of  the 
sunset  faded  in  the  western  sky  and  the 
shadow    crept   over    the    lonely   plain.      He 


slackened  his  speed  and  mounted  the  foot- 
hills, where  on  the  other  side  he  supposed 
the  camp  to  be.  A  few  stars  appeared  and 
the  moon  was  rising.  Suddenly  he  heard  the 
low  murmur  of  voices  and  on  the  side  of  the 
opposite  hill  in  the  dim  light  he  saw  a  group  of 
black  figures.  A  band  of  soldiers,  he  thought, 
and  rode  nearer.  His  horse  whinnied.  Sure- 
ly, he  thought,  it  couldn't  be  a  band  of 
Mexican  refugees  so  near  the  camp.  His 
suspicions  being  aroused,  he  left  his  horse 
and  crept  nearer.  "Esperese!"  (hold  your 
tongue)  He  heard  the  sharp  command.  The 
mumbling  stopped.  The  figures  crowded 
lower.  Dick  reached  for  his  gun.  A  shot 
rang  out  and  his  poor,  faithful  beast  fell. 
Suddenly  another  shot  rang  out  from  the 
hill  above  him.  He  turned  and  saw  a  sad- 
dled horse  standing  outlined  against  the 
sky.  A  black  figure  was  creeping  toward 
him.  It  stopped,  aimed  at  the  bandits  and 
fired.  "Thank  God!"  he  breathed.  It  was 
some  one  to  help  him.  The  shots  flew  thick 
and  fast,  sometimes  drowned  by  a  cry  of 
agony  from  the  group  of  bandits.  Gradually 
the  rapid  fire  of  Dick  and  his  rescuer  had  a 
telling  effect  on  the  Mexicans,  whose  shots 
were  becoming  fewer  and  fewer. 

As  he  was  taking  a  final  aim  at  the  now 
fleeing  desperados,  he  heard  a  low  cry  of 
pain  from  behind  him.  Dick  turned  to  see 
his  rescuer  fall  a  short  distance  away.  The 
broad-brimmed  sombrero  rolled  on  the 
ground  and  the  long  black  hair  fell  around 
a  beautiful  white  face.  The  truth  flashed 
upon  him.  "Lola!  You!"  he  gasped. 

"Si,"  she  murmured,  "Madrazo,  he  plan 
to   kill, — I  come   other  trail." 

"But  you're  wounded!" 

Looking  up  she  smiled,  "I  know — I  am 
dying  but" — her  voice  sank  lower — "I  save 
you."  A  wonderful  happiness  shone  in  her 
eyes. 

In  a  agony  of  tenderness  he  bent  over 
her.  "Not  now,  Lola," — he  whispered,  "You 
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must  not  die."    Vainly    he    tried  to  stop  the      serenely   on  the   three   figures:    the    riderless 
flow  of  blood  from  her  wound,  but  the    light      horse  waiting  patiently  for  his  beloved    mis- 


of  her  eyes  slowly  faded. 

jfc  %  %  %  =fc  % 

The     moon     of    the    desert     shone    down 


tress;  the  still  form  on  the  hillside,  and  the 
man  crouching  beside  it,  his  face  buried  in 
his  hands. 

— Ardelia  R.  Hall,   '16 


JOHNNY'S  COMPOSITION— THE  CAT. 


The  cat  is  a  very  interesting  animal.  He 
is  a  small  fur  dog  that  meows,  and  has 
whiskers  and  several  other  things.  He  has 
four  paws — two  fore  paws  and  two  behind 
ones — and  a  tail.  He  has  been  known  for 
many  years,  two  of  him  having  been  said  to 
be  on  the  Ark,  where  he  must  of  been  tied 
up,  or  what  would  have  become  of  the  rats? 
Cats  don't  get  to  be  cats  until  they  are  a 
year  old,  when  they  stop  being  kittens 
which  they  are  born  as.  It  takes  a  kitten 
several  weeks  to  get  his  eyes  open,  if  he 
doesn't  get  drownded  before  that  time,  and 
he  scratches  when  he  is  mad.  My  father 
says  camels  used  to  be  cats,  but  got  their 
backs  up  one  day  and  couldn't  get  them  down 
again  and  so  become  camels.  I  never  heard 
a  camel  meow,  but  I  suppose  they  can,  be 
cause  they  can  do  most  anything,  having 
seven  stomachs  and  going  many  days  with- 
out water. 

The  dictionary  says  a  cat  is  a  carnivorous 
quadruped,  but  that  does  not  sound  like  a 
cat.  The  old  Egyptians  used  to  be  very 
fond  of  the  cat,  treating  him  like  a  member  of 
their  family,  and  making  mummies  out  of  him 
when  he  died.  Some  of  these  mummies 
still  live.  They  used  to  hang  people  for 
killing  cats  in  Egypt,  because  the  cat  was 
supposed  to  be  a  sacred  animal,  being  a 
sign  of  the  moon,  probably  because  they 
were  generally  out  all  night,  We  have  a  cat 
named    Tom,  and  he   has  six  kittens,    which 


he  washes  their  faces  every  day  just  like  me. 

Cats  never  fall  out  of  anything  without 
landing  on  their  feet,  which  is  why  their  feet 
are  so  soft,  and  they  have  to  be  killed  nine 
times  before  they  die,  and  sometimes  they 
don't  even  then.  They  eat  milk  when  tame, 
and  when  wild  they  cry  like  a  baby  until 
somebody  comes  to  see  what  is  the  matter, 
and  then  they  eat  him,  which  is  fatal,  and 
teaches  people  to  mind  their  own  business 
and  not  go  seeing  what  other  people's  chil- 
dren are  crying  for. 

A  cat's  eye  is  a  very  queer  thing,  looking 
like  a  slot  machine  all  day  and  an  agate  all 
night,  seeing  better  in  the  dark  than  in  the 
light,  like  witches  and  some  people  don't 
like  them  on  that  account,  but  I  do. 

The  two  best  cats  that  ever  lived  be- 
longed to  Dick  Whittington,  Mayor  of  Lon- 
don, who  went  out  West,  and  killed  a  lot  of 
rats  at  a  dollar  a  head,  and  took  the  money 
home  to  his  master  to  get  mayor  with,  and 
Puss  in  Boots,  who  stole  his  master's  clothes 
and  ate  a  giant,  thereby  making  his  master 
owner  of  the  farm  and  husband  of  a  rich 
girl,  whose  father  died   and   left  all   to    her. 

My  cat  can't  do  anything  like  this,  but 
he  gets  there  just  the  same,  and  is  very  gen- 
tle to  my  little  brother,  who  pulls  his  tail 
and  doesn't  have  to  wish  he  hadn  t. 

Altogether  I  don't  know  what  we  should 
do  without  cats,  especially  those  that  like  to 
have  them  lving  around  just  as  we  do. 

W.  "18." 
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SCHOOL  LIFE. 


DEBATING  SOCIETY. 

A  regular  meeting  of  the  Debating  Society 
was  held  on  Wednesday,  February  3.  The 
subject  for  the  evening's  debate  was:  Re- 
solved, that  the  Death  Penalty  for  Crime 
should  be  Abolished.  The  debaters  were: 
(affirmative)  Kidder  and  Foy,  (negative) 
Marr  and  Rasmussen.  After  the  debate 
Mr.  Fuller  announced  the  decision  of  the 
judges  in  favor  of  the  affirmative.  At  this 
meeting  a  plan  was  introduced  by  Mr. 
Fuller  for  determining  the  debating  abilities 
of  the  speakers.     The  plan  is  as  follows, 

A  series  of  debates  will  be  held  for  which 
judges  from  the  faculty  will  be  appointed. 
At  the  conclusion  of  this  series,  the  judges 
will  select  the  best  six  debaters,  who  shall  be 
divided  into  two  teams  and  debate  against 
each  other  before  a  public  audience.  The 
team  winning  this  debate  shall  then  receive 
the  championship  title  of  the  school,  and 
the  best  of  the  six  participants  shall  be 
acknowledged  as  the  champion  debater  of 
the  school  for  the  year. 

This  plan  was  accepted  by  the  society  and 
Rasmussen,  Foy,  and  Favreau  were  appointed 
as  a  committee  to  act  with  Mr.  Fuller  in 
carrying  it  out. 

On  the  same  evening  a  challenge  was  read 
which  had  been  received  from  the  Debating 
Society  of  the  East  Weymouth  High  School. 
Mr.  Fuller,  Marr,  Smith,  and  Kidder  were 
appointed  as  a  committee  to  make  arrange- 
ments for  such  a  debate.  Mr  Lundin  was 
chosen  as  the  new  faculty  member  of  the 
society  to  fill  the  place  formerly  held  by  Mr. 
Fenner. 


The  next  regular  meeting  of  the  society 
was  held  on  Wednesday,  February  17.  This 
meeting  opened  the  series  of  championship 
debates  with  the  subject:  Resolved,  that 
women  in  the  United  States  should  be  given 
the  right  of  suffrage.     The  disputants  were: 


(affirmative)  Jaycox,  Pope,  and  MacDonald; 
(negative),  Favreau,  and  Von  Colin.  The 
judges..  Mr.  Fuller,  Mi.  Lundin,  and  Mr. 
Pierce,  gave  their  decision  in  favor  of  the 
affirmative. 

The  entertainment  committee  announced 
that  it  had  plans  for  an  entertainment  to  be 
given  to  the  Thalia  Club  at  a  later  date. 
Herbert  Smith,  in  the  role  of  a  magician,  en- 
tertained the  club  for  half  an  hour  with 
several  novel  stunts,  which  were  heartily 
appreciated. 


The  next  regular  meeting  will  be  held  on 
Wednesday,  March  17.  The  question  is: 
Resolved,  that  in  times  of  depression,  cities 
should   give  work   to   the  unemployed. 


THALIA    CLUB. 


The  first  social  affiair  of  the  year  was  held 
in  the  school  gym  on  the  evening  of  February 
12,  to  which  the  Debating  Society,  a  few  boys 
outside  this  association,  and  a  number  of 
the  faculty  were  invited.  A  new  game, 
called  the  Circulating  Library,  was  intro- 
duced, its  object  being  to  form  closer  ac- 
quaintances among  the  Thalia  Club  and  the 
Debating  Society.  Each  boy  was  given  a 
catalog  containing  as  many  names  of  popular 
feminine  books  as  there  were  girls  in  the 
Club.  A  boy  then  called  for  a  book  listed 
in  the  catalog,  which  stood  for  a  certain  girl, 
and  upon  receiving  his  book,  escorted  her  to  a 
seat  where  they  became  better  acquainted. 
At  the  expiration  of  a  definite  time,  far  too 
definite  sometimes,  the  bcok  had  to  be  re- 
turned and  a  new  one  taken  out.  If  a  book 
was  overdue,  a  forfeit  in  the  form  of  some 
original  stunt  was  required  of  the  borrower. 
Westley  Browne,  as  captain  of  a  football 
team,  composed  of  other  delinquent  book 
borrowers,  was  awarded  the  prize  for  forfeits. 
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"Wink — 'em'-  was  next  played,  the  girls 
and  boys  taking  turns  at  winking.  Margaret 
Park,  who  caused  much  amusement  with  her 
wink,  was  awarded  the  prize  as  best  winker. 
Refreshments  were  then  served,  consisting  of 
cocoa,  cake,  sandwiches,  and  candies.  All 
joined  in  the  singing  of  popular  songs  which 
brought  the  entertainment  to  a  close. 

The  following  members  of  the  faculty  were 
present,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Collins,  Miss  Lennon, 
Miss  Howe,  Miss  McMurtry,  Miss  Brooks, 
Miss  Anderson,  Mr.  Fuller,  and  Mr.  Lundin. 
The  committee  in  charge  was  Mary  Shyne, 
Beatrice  Rogers,  and  Marion  Walthers.    The 


tending  the  special  productions  of  Shake- 
speare given  at  the  Boston  Opera  House  by 
the  Henry  Jewett  Company.  Arrangements 
were  made  by  which  pupils,  members  of 
their  families,  and  members^pf  the  faculty 
could  attend  such  a  series  of  plays  at  one 
fifth  the  usual  prices.  The  plays  have  proved 
to  be  very  interesting  and  have  been  well 
worth  attending.  The  productions  to  date 
have  been  Julius  Caesar,  The  Merchant  of 
Venice,  and  A   Midsummer  Night's  Dream. 


In    November    the    Household    Arts    girls 
were  asked  by  Miss  Flint  of  the  Museum  of 
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Dolls  Made  by  the  Q.  H.  S.  for  the  Belgians 


boys  heartily  thank  the  girls  for  their  efforts 
and  hope  to  repay  them  in  the  future. 

The  club  cleared  something  over  twenty- 
eight  dollars  from  their  play  in  the  hall. 
We  take  off  our  hats  to  the  girls  for  hustlers. 

The  club  basketball  team  was  defeated 
18  to  3  by  a  team  composed  of  Junior  gym 
girls. 

SCHOOL. 

Through  the  courtesy  of  the  Twentieth 
Century  Club  of  Boston,  nearly  two  hundred 
Quincy   High   School    pupils    have    been    at- 


Fine  Arts,  Boston,  to  make  and  dress  some 
dolls  to  be  sent  on  the  Christmas  ship  to  the 
Belgian  children.  The  girls  cut  the  sixteen 
inch  dolls  from  plain  unbleached  cotton,  and 
the  making  and  stuffing  of  them  proved  to  be 
good  sport.  The  freshman  girls  made  the 
underclothes  and  the  upper  class  girls  the 
dresses.  The  dolls  were  then  sent  to  the 
Museum  where  the  Art  students  painted  the 
heads,  hands,  and  feet.  The  three  hundred 
dolls,  which  were  made  by  the  girls  of  the 
high  schools  in  and  around  Greater  Boston, 
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were  exhibited  just  before  they  sailed  for 
Belgium  and  we  learned  that  those  made  by 
the  Quincy  girls  were  among  THE  best. 
The  above  photograph  shows  the  Quincy 
dolls.  H.   B.   \V. 


It  is  with  regret  that  we  note  the  death  of 
Marie  Veronica  McNamee  at  her  home, 
Febiuary  22.  Miss  McNamee  was  a  member 
of  the  Junior  Class  and  was  a  very  bright  and 
faithful  student. 


Mr.  Enor  E.  Lundin  has  been  engaged  to 
fill  the  position  in  the  mathematics  depart- 
ment caused  by  the  resignation  of  Mr. 
Fenner.  Mr.  Lundin  is  an  old  Quincy  High 
boy  and  this  makes  him  doubly  welcome. 


Until  a  permanent  instructor  is  engaged, 
Miss  Grace  E.  Ryan  is  filling  the  position  in 
the  commercial  department  made  vacant  by 
the  resignation  of  Miss  Grant. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  \Y.  Abbott  of  Atlantic 
have  announced  the  engagement  of  their 
daughter  Edith  L.  to  Mr.  Henry  J.  B  Stitt 
of  Pawtucket,  R.  I.  Miss  Abbott  is  one  of 
the  most  popular  teachers  in  the  school, 
having  been  instructor  in  commercial  subjects 
for  several  years. 


The  Manual  Training  department  has 
shown  considerable  skill  during  the  year. 
A  large  table  for  the  typewriting  room  and 
much  of  the  gymnasium  apparatus  has  been 
constructed  by  the  boys.  Mr.  Thompson  has 
a  'furniture  hospital'  where  all  broken 
school  furniture  is  repaired.  This  depart- 
ment has  practically  outgrown  its  present 
quarters  and  is  much  handicapped  by  the 
lack  of  room  and  tools,  which  prevents  the 
taking  up  of  the  work  upon  a  much  larger 
scale. 


The  attendance  at  the  Brockton  game  was 
the  largest  of  the  year  and  things  were  kept 
pretty  lively. 


The  Senior  Class  have  chosen  William 
MacMahon,  Beatrice  Rogers,  Lydia  Keyes, 
and  Frederick  Roache  as  Senior  Dramatic 
committee.  Miss  O'Neil  has  been  chosen  to 
coach   the    play. 


The  Honor  List  of  the  second  quarter's 
report  shows  a  somewhat  larger  increase  in 
the  number  of  names  than  those  of  the  pre- 
ceding   quarter. 

1915. 

Thomas  Barstow,  Eelna  Gray,  Jennie 
Kerner,  William  MacMahon,  Edith  Murray, 
Margaret  Park,  Beatrice  Rogers,  and  Marion 
Simpson. 

1916. 

Paul  Brown.  Warren  Crane,  Mildred 
Harrison,  Emma  Kenelall,  Edward  Likander, 
J.  Hilton  Marr,  Annie  Schlenker,  Florence 
Wetmore,   and   Eunice  Leach . 

1917. 

Xoemi  Abbiatti,  Alice  Charlesworth,  Harry 
Diamond,  Hildegarde  Ducey,  Reginald  Faulk- 
ner, Katherine  Gesmer,  Grace  Gooding, 
Ruth  Higgins,  Russell  Johnson,  Mary  Mc- 
Cue,  Henry  Paterson,  Isaac  Wainionpaa, 
Priscilla  White,  and   Isabel  Wragg. 

1918. 
Elsie  Broughton,  Helena  Buckley,  Ross- 
lyn  Burgess,  Henry  Carlson,  Madeline  Coul- 
son,  David  Gesmer,  Flavia  Gustafson,  Edwin 
Heap,  Esther  Jackson,  Frank  Julius,  Mar- 
jorie  Leach,  Muriel  Malack,  Teresa  Morrell, 
Aubrey  Nicholson.  Mabel  Roache,  Charles 
Stewart,  Lillian  Walters,  Mary  Waterman, 
Royal  Weymouth  and  Charles  Williams. 
Arthur    N.    Bowen,    News  Editor. 


ITn  flftemoriam 


JYIarie  Veronica  JVIcjHanjee 
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ALUMNI    NOTES. 


As  the  editor  of  this  column,  Louise  Church- 
hill,  is  ill,  the  acting  editor  has  been  asked 
to  take  her  place  for  this  issue  of  the  "Golden- 
Rod"  and  has  tried  to  make  these  notes 
worth   reading. 

The  following  bits  of  news  have  been  re- 
ported. 

Donald  P.  Crane,  1911,  has  completed  the 
four-year  course  at  Colgate  College  in  three 
and  one  half  years.  He  has  taken  a  position 
in  a  bank  in  Keene,  New  Hampshire,  but 
will  ieturn  to  Colgate  in  June  to  receive  his 
B.  A.  degree. 

Mr.  Charles  J.  Hart,  1909,  was  married 
to  Miss  Jennie  McCulloch  of  Maiden  on 
March  second. 

We  are  glad  to  have  Mr.  Lundin,  who 
graduated  from  the  Q.  H.  S.  in  1910,  as  one 
of  the  faculty  of  our  school. 

The  Alumni  Association  gave  a  success! ul 
vaudeville  Friday  evening,  the  twenty-sixth 
of  February.  A  short  play  entitled  "Pa's 
New  Housekeeper"  was  given,  followed  by 
several  sketches.  The  association  is  plan- 
ning to  have  a  picnic  with  different  sports 
later  in  the  season. 

The  class  of  1911  held  an  informal  re- 
union in  New  Colonial  Hall,  Saturday  even- 
ing, February  twentieth.  Miss  Clara  Thomp- 
son and  Miss  Margaret  Lennon  acted  as 
chaperons. 

Edna  Thomas,  1909,  has  been  appointed 
court   stenographer  in   Quincy. 

Esther  E.  McGerigle,  1914,  is  employed  as 
stenographer  by  the  Great  Eastern  Casualty 
Co.,    Boston. 

Leon  White,  1913,  is  playing  right  back  on 
the    Dartmouth    freshman    basket-ball    team. 
The  Editor  will  be  glad  to  rectify  any  mis- 
takes  in   the   above  statements. 

Margaret  Atwood, 
Acting  Alumni  Editor. 


Harvard    College, 
February  23,    1915 
"The  Golden  Rod": — 

To  tell  all  about  Harvard  would  take 
volumes,  so  I  will  limit  myself  to  a  few  in- 
coherent facts  which  may  be  of  interest.  Let 
me  first  assure  you  that  all  the  students  in 
Harvard  are  not  rich,  as  so  many  believe.  Any 
worthy  poor  fellow  can  go  through  Harvard 
on  scholarships.  And,  further,  he  will  find 
plenty  of  men  with  whom  to  associate  freely. 

In  very  few  respects  is  the  academic  life  of 
Harvard  similiar  to  that  of  Quincy  High.  The 
average  Freshman  takes  five  courses,  total- 
ing at  least  fifteen  hours  a  week.  Very  few 
classes  are  held  before  nine  o'clock  and  no 
one  course  comes  on  two  consecutive  days. 
It  is  also  very  seldom  that  one  has  two  con- 
secutive classes  in  the  same  building.  To 
have  more  than  three  classes  on  one  day  is 
unusual.  To  my  knowledge  there  are  no  two 
1918  men  that  are  taking  identical  courses. 
There  is  plenty  of  studying  to  fill  up  one's 
vacant  hours,  of  which  a  few  must  quite 
naturally  be  devcted  to  play. 

Where  at  home  a  student  would  have 
Mother  or  Father  or  Brother  or  Sister  or 
Baby  to  wake  him  up,  at  college  a  fellow  has 
only  his  roommate,  who  is  just  as  lazy  and 
tired  as  he.  The  dining  room  closes  at  9, 
and  although  there  are  always  some  that 
miss  breakfast,  they  are  not  many.  Since  a 
man  is  allowed  till  9.07  to  arrive  at  his 
"9  o'clock,"  it  is  an  every  day  occurrence  to 
see  fellows  with  '9  o'clock's"  going  into  the 
dining  room  after  five  minutes  of  nine. 

If  one  is  called  on  in  German,  for  example, 
and  is  unable  to  recite,  he  just  says,  "Unpre- 
pared;" the  "Prof"  gives  him  a  mark  (not  an 
A),  and  calls  on  the  next  man.  No  scolding  or 
reprimanding  whatsoever!  If  one  goes  out 
of  "Math"  without  handing  in  his  examples, 
the  instructor  does  not  chase  down  the 
corridor  after  him  and  tell  him  "to  come  a- 
round^after  school."       In  short,  a  student   is 
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thrust  on  his  own  responsibility.  It's  up  to 
him  to  do  his  work  or  take  the  consequences, 
which  come  from  the  office  in  this  order: 
warning,  placing  on  probation,  suspension. 
I  can  close  this  short  paper  in  no  better  way 
than  by  quoting  from  Dean  Briggs.  "The 
first  feeling  of  a  Freshman  is  confusion;  the 
next  is  often  a  strange  elation  at  the  dis- 
covery that  now  at  last  his  elders  have  given 


him  his  head,  'I  never  sha':l  forget,'  says  a 
noted  preacher,  'how  I  felt  when  I  found 
myself  a  Freshman, — a  feeling  that  all  re- 
straint was  gone,  and  that  I  might  go  to  the 
Devil  just  as  fast  as  I  pleased'.  This 
is  the  transition   from  school   to  college." 

Frederick  Mitchell  Atwood, 
Harvard  1918. 


6.V.C 


The  Golden-Rod  acknowledges  with  thanks 

the    following: — 

Presque  Isle  High  Flyer — Presque  Isle,  Maine. 

The  Allerlei — Stonington,  Conn. 

Everett  High  Clarion — Everett,  Mass. 

The  Palmer — Palmer,  Mass. 

Distaff — Girls'    High   School,    Boston,    Mass. 

The  Artisan — Mechanic  Arts   High,   Boston. 

Clarion— W .  Hartford,  Conn. 

The  Samohi — Santa  Monica,  California  ,. 

The  Archon — Du miner  Academy,  Newbury  - 
port,  Mass. 

Reflector — Gloucester,  Mass. 

The  Review — Lowell  High,  Lowell,  Mass. 

The  High   School  Herald — Westfield,   Mass. 

The  Alpha— New   Bedford,   Mass. 

The  Tradesman — High  School  of  Commerce, 
Boston,   Mass. 

Marion  High  School  Survey — Marion,  Ind- 
iana. 

Lasell  Leaves — Lasell  Seminary,  Auburndale. 

Smith    Academy    Record — "Ferdy    applies 


Your    college 
Some    knocks 


Reverse  English"  is  great 
notes  is  an  original  idea, 
would   improve   your   paper. 

Medford  High  Review — Your  illustrations 
and  cover  design  are  fine.  We  like  the  ar- 
rangement of  your  paper. 

The  Recorder — Your  cover  design  is  also 
good.     We   miss  an  Exchange  column 

The  Mirror — The  Exchange  column  in 
your  paper  is  particularly  good. 

WHAT  OTHERS  THINK  OF  US. 
Golden-Rod,  Quincy,  Mass. — This  is  an  inter- 
esting little  paper.  You  have  such  a  large 
school,  couldn't  you  manage  a  larger,  better 
developed  paper? — Presque  Isle  High  School 
Flyer. 

Golden-Rod,  Quincy  Mass. — You  need  some 
cuts  at  the  head  of  your  departments. 
Good  idea  having  a  stiff  cover. — Review. 
Lowell,   Mass. 

Marion  Simpson., 
Acting  Exchange  Editor. 


ATHLETICS 


When  this  paper  reaches  the  hands  of  its 
readers  the  basketball  season  will  be  over,  but 
it  is  well  to  review  the  splendid  record  made 
by  our  boys.  Up  to  the  time  of  going  to 
press  the  Quincy  boys  had  won  eight  out  of 
the  thirteen  games  played,  while  the  second 
team  had  won  eleven  out  of  the  thirteen 
which    they  had   played. 

Quincy  24,   Mansfield  8. 

Jan.  20.  Our  boys  easily  defeated  the 
Mansfield  five  in  the  local  gym.  The  game 
was  fast  at  times.  Quincy's  team  work  was 
one  of  the  features  of  the  game.  The  Mans- 
field lads  played  a  rough  game  as  they  were 
much  heavier  than  the  local  boys.  Hamlin 
and  Browne  did  good  work  for  Quincy,  the 
former  scoring  half  of  Quincy's  points. 

Quincy  31,  Weymouth  21. 

Jan.  26.  Quincy  journeyed  to  Weymouth 
and  defeated  the  quintet  of  that  town  in 
a  very  rough  game.  The  game  started  with 
a  rush,  Hamlin  scoring  two  baskets  in  quick 
succession,  followed  a  few  minutes  later  by  a 
spectacular  shot  by  Welsford.  The  first 
period  was  all  Quincy's,  but  in  the  second 
period  Quincy  scored  but  two  points,  a 
basket  by  Hamlin.  Welsford,  Hamlin,  and 
Crosscup  excelled  for  Quincy. 

Quincy  2nd  9,  Weymouth  2nd  17. 

The  second  team  went  down  to  their  first 
defeat  of  the  season  at  the  hands  of  the 
Weymouth  second  team.  The  defeat  is  due 
to  the  fact  that  Prout  and  Favreau  were 
used  as  substitutes  for  the  first  team.  At  the 
loss  of  these  men  the  remainder  of  the  team 
seemed  to  abandon  hope  and  couldn't  find 
the  basket. 


Quincy  13,  Wellesley  42. 

Jan.  29.  The  Quincy  five  visited  Wellesley 
and  suffered  a  crushing  defeat  at  the  hands  of 
the  interscholastic  leaders.  Quincy  was  easi- 
ly outclassed  by  the  rough  play  of  the  victors. 
Referee  Coady  called  twenty  fouls  on  Welles- 
ley and  sent  one  of  their  men  from  the  game. 
Hamlin  and  Welsford  were  injured  so  badly 
that  they  required  full  time  for  recovery, 
Davis  had  to  be  taken  from  the  game. 

Quincy  2nd  14,  Wellesley  2nd  21. 

The  second  team  lost  a  rough  game  to  the 
Wellesley  second  team.  This  team  followed 
the  example  set  by  the  first  and  played  a 
very  rough  game,  injuring  Favreau  so  badly 
that  he  had  to  be  taken  from  the  game. 
Baker  featured  for  Quincy. 

Quincy   41,   Woburn    15. 

Feb.  3.  Quincy  nearly  tripled  the  score 
of  its  opponents  in  the  Woburn  game,  the 
latter  showing  a  lack  of  team  work  and  proper 
coaching.  Our  forwards  were  troubled  very 
little  by  the  opposing  backs  with  the  result 
that  they  threw  a  number  of  easy  baskets. 
Mulcahy,  Woburn's  left  forward,  tried  with- 
out avail  to  even  matters  up  by  scoring  more 
than  half  of  the  visitors'  total  sccre. 

Quincy  2nd    41,   Holbrook  4. 

Feb.  3.  At  the  sound  of  the  whistle  our 
seconds  started  on  a  wild  rampage  against 
the  Holbrook  first  team  and  ended  the  score 
41  to  4  in  our  favor.  Monison  and  Favreau 
threw  seven  goals  apiece,  while  Miles,  the 
visitors'  center,  tossed  their  only  goal  from 
the  floor.  The  other  two  points  were  made 
from  free  tries. 
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Quincy  14,  Revere  13. 

Feb.  9.  In  a  fast  and  furious  game, 
Quincy  wrenched  a  victory  from  the  fast 
Revere  five  in  the  local  high  school  gym.  From 
the  outset  the  game  was  close;  the  teams 
seemed  to  take  turns  in  scoring.  The  ex- 
citing part  of  the  game  came  in  the  last  two 
minutes  of  play  with  the  score  14  to  9  in  our 
favor.  With  the  rooters  of  both  sides  cheer- 
ing themselves  hoarse,  the  visitors  tossed  a 
basket,  bringing  their  score  to  eleven,  and 
soon  another  one  by  On  making  it  thirteen. 
Both  teams  then  tightened,  but  try  as  they 
might,  neither  was  able  to  score  again. 
Beaton  and  Davis  excelled  for  Quincy. 

Quincy  2nd  20,  Revere  2nd  10. 

The  second  team  easily  out-played  the 
Revere  second  team.  The  game  was  not  so 
fast  as  the  first  team  game;  the  loss  of  Prout 
from  the  backfield  was  plainly  visible.  Mor- 
rison, Desmond,  and  Favreau  starred  for 
Quincy. 

Quincy  14,  Brockton  22. 

Feb.  12.  Quincy  High's  basket-ball  war- 
riors travelled  to  Brockton  and  met  defeat. 
Brockton  introduced  stiff  arming  and  body 
checking  which  was  a  new  style  of  play  to  our 
boys.  The  Brockton  combination  was  out  for 
revenge  for  its  football  loss  last  fall,  and 
played  football  with  our  team.  Beaton, 
Browne,  and  Crosscup  played  well  for  Quincy, 
while  the  Hill  brothers  won  for  Brockton. 

Quincy  2nd   12,  Brockton  2nd   11. 

The  second  team  sent  the  strong  Brockton 
second  team  to  their  first  defeat  of  the  season. 
The  game  was  hard  fought  throughout,  the 
Brockton  seconds  using  the  same  rough  style 
of  play  as  the  first  team.  Morrison  and 
Favreau  performed  the  best  work  for  Quincy, 
while  Creed  did  the  best  playing  for  Brockton. 

Quincy  32,   Reading  9. 

Feb.  16.  Quincy  easily  defeated  Reading 
by  more  than  tripling  their  score.  The  game 
was  slow  from  the  start;  the  visitors  had  no 


show  with  our  lads.  Prout  started  the  game 
in  place  of  Beaton,  who  was  out  with  a  sore 
ankle,  and  played  with  his  usual  speed  and 
fight.  Hamlin  and  Crosscup  excelled  for 
Quincy. 

Quincy  2nd    28,  Reading  2nd    10. 

The  second  team  had  an  easy  time  de- 
feating the  Reading  second  team.  The  su- 
perior passing  and  team  work  of  the  Quincy 
seconds  was  the  direct  cause  of  their  victory. 
Favreau  and  Morrison  did  some  of  the  good 
shooting  for  Quincy. 

Quincy  19,  Weymouth  9. 

Feb.  19.  Quincy  easily  defeated  Wey- 
mouth in  the  the  local  gym.  The  game  was 
quite  fast  throughout,  but  the  superior  pass- 
ing of  our  boys  brought  them  out  the  victors. 
The  work  of  Davis  and  Beaton  in  the  back- 
field  was  up  to  their  usual  standard.  Cross- 
cup caged  three  pretty  baskets  from  the 
middle  of  the  floor. 

Quincy  2nd   33,  Weymouth  2nd    10. 

The  second  team  easily  outclassed  the 
Weymouth  seconds.  The  junior  boys  were 
out  for  revenge  for  the  defeat  which  they  re- 
ceived at  Weymouth.  Desmond  was  easily 
the  star  of  the  game;  he  netted  six  baskets  for 
the  Quincy  boys. 

Quincy  6,   Brockton   10. 

Feb.  22.  Quincy  lost  its  last  home  game 
in  a  very  slow  game  with  Brockton.  Neither 
team  came  up  to  the  standard  which  it  had 
reached  for  the  year.  Crosscup  was  the 
only  Quincy  player  to  get  a  goal  from  the 
floor,  while  Mitchell  caged  Brockton's  only 
floor  goal.  Fouls  were  numerous  and  the 
remainder  of  the  points  were  gained  from  free 
tries,  Davis  netting  three  and  Welsford  one 
for  Quincy  and  Frank  Hill  getting  eight 
for  Brockton.  Beaton  and  Davis  played 
well  for  Quincy;  Frank  Hill  excelled  for 
Brockton. 
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Quincy  2nd    19,    Brockton   2nd   8. 

The  second  team  had  no  trouble  defeat" 
ing  the  Brockton  seconds.  As  usual  the 
seconds  showed  more  inside  knowledge  of 
the  game  than  the  first  team.  The  game  was 
quite  exciting.  Like  the  first  team  the 
second  violated  the  rules  often.  Favreau 
netted  nine  points  from  free  tries.  Rasmus- 
sen  played  well  for  Quincy,  and  Hurwitz 
starred   for   Brockton. 


At  the  time  of  going  to  press  Quincy    High 
was  tied  for  second  place  in  the  Interschol- 


astic  Basketball  League,,  with  four  victories 
and  three  losses.  One  other  league  game 
was  to  be  played  with  Winthrop  before  the 
final  standing  of  the  league  could  be  deter- 
mined. 

The  league  standing  at  the  time  of  going 
to  press  was; 

Team.  W 

Wellesley  7 

Winthrop  4 

Quincy  4 

Revere  3 

Reading  1 

Robert  Foy,  Athletic  Editor. 


L 

P.  C. 

1 

.875 

3 

.572 

3 

.572 

5 

.411 

7 

.125 

Teacher:— "Have    you    done    your    out-  "Here's  a  nickel,"  said  the  careful  house- 
side   reading?"  wife  to  a  tramp.     "What  are  you  going  to 

Fresh: — "No,  pa  says  it's  too  cold  to  read  do  with  it?" 

outside."                                                         — Ex.  "Well,    mum,"    replied    the    tramp,    "  If    I 

buy  a  touring  car,   I  won't  have  enough  to 

pay  the  chauffeur.     If  I  buy  a  steam  yacht, 

Do  you  know  my  brother  ?  1  won't  have  enough  to  man  her,  so  I  guess 

Yes,    he   and    I    sleep    in    the   same    Latin  I'll  buy  a  schooner  and  manage  her  myself." 


class. 


—Ex. 


All  the  watermelons  are  being  sent  to 
Germany  so  the  Germans  can  save  the 
Rhine.  — Ex. 


She: — "Generally    speaking    women    are." 

He:— "Yes,   they  are." 

She:— "What?" 

He: — "Generally  speaking."  — Ex. 


If  your  English  teacher  is  a  bookworm    is 
our   geometry   teacher   an   angle   worm? 

—Ex. 


Teacher: — "How  do  you  make  V    =   X? 

Sad  Pupil:—  "If  I  only  knew,  I  wouldn't 

be  broke  so  often."  — Ex. 


Room   13: — What  did   he  end   the   theme 
with? 

"Joe"   Barbour: — A   period. 


-Ex. 


Ten   Days  for  This  One. 
Room    32: — Why,    this    is    not    a    Physics 
class.     It  must  be  a  Domestic  Science  class — 
we  have  a  Cook  and  a  Baker. 


Brakeman  (to  Browne,  on  Brockton  trip): 
—"Better  keep  your  head  inside  the  window, 
sonny." 

"Wet":— "I'll  keep  it  out  if  I  want  to." 
"Certainly,"  warned  the  brakeman,  "but  if 
you  damage  any  ironwork  on  the  bridge 
you'll   pay   for   it." 


Mr.  French  (exhibiting  postal): — See! 
you're  not  the  only  ones  who  get  post  cards 
written  in  shorthand. 

Hunt: — Huh — can   you   read   it? 

Mr.  French: — Yes,  but  my  wife  can't. 


JOKES 


'18:— "The  Golden  Rod"?  I  don't  want 
thai. 

'16:— Why? 

'18: — My  grandfather  says  it  gave  him 
Hav  Fever. 


Miss  Thayer: — Can  anyone  give  me  a 
better  phrase  than  "a  gang  of  crooks"? 

Paul  Brown: — An  aggregation  of  gentle- 
men believing  in  the  unlawful  appropriation 
of  other  people's  property. 


Half  an  inch,   half  an   inch, 
Half   an   inch   upward, 

Up   to   the    lunch   counter 
Piled   the  half  hundred. 


1916    (in   English):— "I   don't   like   Shake- 
speare because  the  jokes  aren't  up-to-date." 


A  barn  is  merely  for  the  shelter  of  hoboes 
and  other  animals. 


It  is  rumored  that  good-looking  young 
ladies  who  are  fatigued  may  be  carried  down 
stairs  by  good-looking  and  gentlemanly  at- 
tendants. Apply  to  "Sturge"  Hunt  and 
"Georgie"    Prout. 


Miss  Dawes  (reading  from  II  Penseroso): 
— "And  that  starred  Ethiop  queen," — by 
the  way,  Crocker,  what  was  the  queen  called 
when  she  was  made  a  star? 

"Don"   (innocently): — Great  Bear. 


Q.v.C. 


'18: — Has  anything  ever  been  discovered 
on  Venus? 

Room  32 : — M-m-m-not  if  the  latest  pho- 
tographs are  correct. 


Miss  McMurtry: — At  this  time,  what 
kind  of  vessels  were  used  in  trading,  Hunt? 

"Sturge"  (sleeping,  as  usual): — Ah-eh- 
trading  vessels. 


"Roy"  Burgin: — Caruso  only  has  to  sing 
four  or  five  times  a  year  to  live. 

"Wet"  Browne: — That's  nuthin';  I  only 
have  to  sing  once  to  die. 


"P"  Larkin  (in  Solid  (ivory)  Class): — 
The  surface  of  a  revolution  is — 

Miss  Thompson: — Where  do  you  think 
you  are — in  Mexico? 


Freshie     (translating    Latin): — "My    life 
is  dear  to  you." 

Mr.   Mansur: — No,  it  isn't,  either. 


Miss  Zeller: — "Crocker  says  that  the 
genitive  of  'welcher'  is  'des'.  What  is  the 
matter  with  him,  class?"  (Roar.)  Oh  you 
know  that,  but  what  is  the  matter  with  his 
statement? 


Miss  Thayer: — Oliver  Goldsmith  went  to 
an  old  dame's  school.  What  is  a  dame's 
school  ? 

Lad  ykiller  : — Woodward . 


Miss  Seymour  (talking  about  the  theatre 
tickets  for  "Julius  Caesar"): — "I  have  two 
tickets  in  H  if  anybody  wants  them;  that 
is  a  good  location." 


.Chorus  (sing'ng  Barbara  Freichie) :— Fire! 
"Bun"  Bowen:— Water!  Water! 


Miss  Zeller  (explaining  German  train 
service): — "Why,  in  fact,  when  you  get  into 
the  train,  you're  there  until  you  get    out." 
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Miss  McMurtry: — Mr.  Souther,  will  you  "P"  Larkin: — I  didn't  see  this  lesson  for 

please  go  and  call  on  Miss  Ward  some  even-  today,  Miss  Zeller. 

ing  and  get  over  the  flirtation  period  of  life?  Miss  Zeller: — I  don't  doubt  it;  you  seldom 

Miss    Ward: — He      can't — his      mamma  do. 
won't  let  him. 


Miss  Kenn  and  Mr.  Roache  will  demon- 
strate the  art  of  "Frenzied  Finance''  on  ap- 
plication to  the  latter. 


We  saw  her  outside  alone  one  day,  Buck! 
Oh,  we  forgot.     You  were  absent  that  day. 

R.  H.  Gay. 


EASTER  NOVELTIES 

For  Young  Men  and  Women 

All   the   new   Fabric    Tops,  and  Rubber 
Soled  Specialties — An  Immense  Stock 

*%£s?  La  France  ForMYrg  Elite  Shoes 


GRANITE  SHOE  STORE  ^oTo^T^ 


YOUNG 


\A/ 


FASHION    CLOTHES 
SOCIETY  CLOTHES 


HART,  SCHAFFNER  &  MARX 

Good  Clothes 
Correct  dress  for  Young  Men. 

Quincy  Representative  W.  A.  Carey 

he  Continental 

Washington  &  Boylston  Streets,    Boston,    Mass. 


Spring  Shirts 

Soft  or  Stiff  Cuffs 

59c,  $1.00,  $1.25 

$1.50 

I|"1MI7e    JUST  AROUND  THE  CORNER 

J^rNEiO  l  GRANITE  ST.,  QUINCY 


MACULLAR  PARKER 
COMPANY 

Give  Special  Attention  to  Clothing  Boys 

and  Young  Men  for  School  and  College. 

Garments  in  Latest  Styles  and  Fabrics. 

Made  in  Workshops  on  the  premises. 

Full  Line  of  Furnishing  Goods. 

STETSON  HATS 


400  Washington  Street 


Boston,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 

H    G.  CROCKER, 

Mason  and  General  Contractor, 
17  Park  Lane,  QUINCY,  MASS. 


SHUR-ON 

SHUR-ON    EYEGLASS 

High  School  Pupils  Need  Strong 

Eyes 

Consult    Williams 

EXPERIENCED  OPTOMETRIST 
1473  Hancock  Street        -         Quincy 

Tel.  987-W  Res.  1122-W 
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Confectionery,  Soda  &  Ice  Cream 

also 

Home  Baked  Beans,  Bread,  Cake  &  Pies. 
No.  103  Newbury  Ave.  Atlantic. 


GROCERIES 


Whatever  you  are  looking  for  in  the  way  of 
groceries,  canned  goods,  preserves,  and  anything 
else  that  a  first  class  grocery  always  carries, 
can  be  found  in  large  assortment  at  our 
stores.  Our  uniform  courtesy,  quick  service,  low 
prices  and  high  grade  goods  have  made  the  casual 
buyer  a  steady  customer.  Try  us  once,  and  your 
future  order  will  be  ours.  Quality  and  efficiency 
are  our  watchwords. 

Adams  Market     FOY'S      Water  Si 


City  Square 
Phone  1980 


Two  Stores 


Cor  Quincy 
Phone  117 


C.  E.  WOOD 


MAGIC   INK   ERASER 

Every  Student  should 
Have  One.  , 

Erases  Blots,  Type- 
writing and  all  pen- 
work. 


PRICE   25  CENTS 


F.  B.  Gould 

899  Hancock  St.,  Wollaston 


City  Flower  Store 

Carl  Johnson,  Prop., 

Cut  Flowers  and  Plants 
Decorating,   etc., 
Telephone  275 -W 
1361  Hancock  St.    City  Square 

Quincy,  Mass. 


KINCAIDE  THEATRE 


Quincy  Savings  Bank 

QUINCY,  MASS. 
Incorporated  1845. 

JOHN  0-  A.  FIELD,  Pres. 

RICHARD  D.    CHASE,  Vice  Pres. 

CLARENCE  BLRGIN,  Treas. 

BANK  HOURS  8:30  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M. 
SATURDAYS  8:30  A.  M.  to  12  M, 


.] 


MATINEE  DAILY 
AT  2.30  P.  M. 

Same  Program  as  in  the 
Evening. 

Changed  Mon.  &   Thur. 
2  HOUR  SHOW  FOR  10c 

Evenings  at  7.45  10,  15,  25c 

REGULAR   ORCHESTRA 
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inunas  Crane  Public  UK*. 

Quincy,  ^ass- 


THF  QUINCY  DEPARTMENT 
STORE 

Complete  line  of 


Student's  and  Teacher's  Furnishings 


1435-1437  HANCOCK   STREET 
QUINCY  -  -  MASS 


Compliments  of 


BROWN  CROWELL 


QUINCY  ADAMS 


HARVARD  DENTAL  SCHOOL 

A  Department  of  Harvard  University 

Graduates  of  secondary  schools  admitted  with- 
out examination  provided  they  have  taken  re- 
quired subjects. 

Modern  buildings  and  equipment.  Large  clinics  give 
each  student  unusual  opportunities  for  practical  work. 
Degree  of  D.  M.  D.    Catalog. 

EUGENE  H.  SMITH,  D.  M.  D.,  Dean, 
Boston,  Mass. 


Members  of  the  Class 
of  1915. 

Do  not  forget,  if  in  the  future  you  locate 
in  Atlantic,  to  call  on 

THOMAS  GURNEY, 

Dealer  in 
GROCERIES  AND  PROVISIONS 


CHARLES  C.  HEARN 

We  carry  the  largest  line  of  high 
grade  candies  in  the  city.  Try  us 
and  see. 

QUINCY  SQUARE. 


Ouincy  Pianoforte  School 

CLAUDE  HACKLETON,  Director 

Greenleaf  Block,  1419  Hancock  Street,  Ouincy 

Patrons  of  our  school  can  depend  upon 
EXCELLENCE  and  REFINEMENT  in 
every  particular.  Pupils  in  all  grades  received 
at  any  time.     Class  or  private  lessons. 

RECITAL  IN  JUNE. 


Have  your  shoes  repaired  at 
A.  E.  PAINTEN 

337  Newport  Ave.,  Wollaston 
First  class  work 
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Angbl  Guardian  Puss 

90-100  Ruggles  St. 

Boston,  Mass. 


